and went to a spring he knew that flowed from the roots
of a beechj and as he leaned down to it the final light of
day was reflected on to his face^ bringing into sharp
relief forehead and nose above the cavernous sockets
of his eyes and the panting snarl of his teeth, and from
the still water there stared back at him, for a sudden
moment, a ^'kttlL

The unturned corners of man's destiny. Well, heaven^
that crowded place, lay just beyond one of them, they
claimed; heaven filled with every man^s illusion of him-
self and with the conflicting illusions of him that parade
through the minds of other illusions. . . . He stirred
and sighed quietly, and took out his fountain pen. At
the foot of the column he wrote:

"John Sartoris, July 5, 1918."
and beneath that:
"Caroline White Sartoris and son. October 27, 1918.9*

When the ink was dry he closed the book and re-
placed it and took the pipe from his pocket and put
it in the rosewood case with the dueling pistols and the
derringer and replaced the other things and closed the
chest and locked it.

Miss Jenny found old Bayard in his tilted chair In
the bank door. He looked up at her with a fine assump-
tion of surprise and his deafness seemed more pro-
nounced than usual But she got him up with cold im-
placability and led him, still grumbling, down the
street where merchants and others spoke to her as to
a martial queen, old Bayard stalking along beside her
with sullen reluctance.

They turned presently and mounted a narrow stair-
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